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even his resolution. The ship rolled most violently,
what the sailors term gunnel-to; and being a
very large and light transport, it is impossible to
express the motion she suffered. However, by
your excellent father's and the mariners' exertions,
or rather by the immediate goodness of Almighty
Providence, Sally and I were got safely into the
boat; yon,, my dear Nancy, shivering and crying,
being just taken from a warm bed, your dear
father, at the risk of his own precious life., depo-
sited safely in my arms. And now, my dear
children,, the most dreadful part of my trial began.
c My Nancy/ said your father, with a forced smile,
while I too plainly saw the starting tear, 'you
must now exert yourself, as I know you can do;
I cannot, my heart, leave the ship at present, so I
commit you to the care of these worthy Irishmen.
In a few hours I shall follow you; be sure dinner
is prepared against I come, and wait till three.'
Oh! my children, think what 1 suffered in that
dreadful mo incut! But there was no alternative.
lie ilew up the ship's side, while our boat, which
had sails, put off, quick as thought,, to the shore.
My eyes, dimmed with tearw, could not behold
long the vessel that contained my dear, dear trea-
sure ! while the boatmen, not considering how
shocking it must be to me to hear them mention
the great danger of the ship,, spoke of nothing
else; and with warm, though rude language,